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DEATH: No.

SHEPPEY: [Trying to wheedle her.} I don't fancy the idea of
leaving this world. I know my way about and I'm at
'ome 'ere. Seems silly at my age to go on a wild-goose
chase like this.

DEATH: Are you afraid?

SHEPPEY: What of? The Judgment Day? [With a liftie smile.}
No, not really. You see, the way I look at it is this:
I've 'ad dozens of apprentices under me, and often they
was silly and inattentive and broke things, you know
what boys are, fond of a lark; well, of course I told 'em
off, but I never 'eld it up against them. I'm not going
to believe in a God that's not got as much common
sense and as much sense of 'umour as I 'ave.

DEATH: Are you ready then?

SHEPPEY: What for?

DEATH: To start.

SHEPPEY: Now? This minute? I never knew you meant
that. Why, what's the 'urry? I must talk it over with
my wife first. I never do a thing without consulting Jer,

DEATH: She can't help you now.

SHEPPEY: Besides, she's giving me kippers for my supper,

She'd be terribly upset if I wasn't 'ere to eat them after

she's taken all that trouble.
DEATH: Others will eat them in your place.
SHEPPEY: To tell you the truth, I'm feeling rather tired.  I

don't feel like making a journey to-night.
DEATH: It's an easy one.
SHEPPEY: And then there's another thing.  I daresay you

don't read the papers and 'aven't 'eard about it. I won

over eight thousand pounds in the Irish Sweep and I've
^tnade up my mind to use it in a particular way. It would

be ridiculous for me to pop off just when Fm going

to do a bit of good in the world.